CHAPTER           TEN
a girl in black, seated on a chair in front of the Judge.
A man was holding something in front of her-a
piece of a woman's clothing, Dull stains were on it
'Was your mother wearing this on the day she was
shot?'
Tes, sir.'
'You are certain of that?'
Tes, sir.'
The voice was so faint that one could hardly
hear it.
I looked again at the crowd. They still retained
their air of gaiety. I saw only one face which seemed
to reflect the tragedy which was being enacted before
them. It was the face of a little boy of seven. He had
paused in the middle of eating a piece of candy. His
eyes were filled with tears.
A few feet away from the girl in black there sat a
man surrounded by papers. Remus himself. He was
leaning back in his chair, his legs crossed, his short
fat fingers drumming on the table in front of him.
There was a film of sweat over his coarse and droop-
ing cheeks, but it was not caused by fear. There was
a sneer on his lips and a light of contempt in his eyes.
He was chewing gum.
That was the most grotesque touch of all. The
murderer was chewing gum. Or, if it was not gum,
it was a lozenge or a piece of toffee. The fact re-
mained that he chewed. The square, gross jaw was
jerking away with the mechanical rhythm of a Robot
It did not matter that the air was thick with tragedy.
He chewed. It was of no consequence that the whole
court resounded with the distracted beating of the
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